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A Romance of Arizona
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stubbernly Jack pursued his mes-
sage to Dick. “She doesn’t love me. 1
thought I had won her, but she mar-
ried me with your image in her heart.
She-married me, yet all the while you

were the man she loved—you—you— |

eand in the end I found it out.”

< Jack's voice sank almost into a whis- |

per as he finished his revelation to
Dick, who raised his head and cried,
“And yet she broke her faith with
me’—

" Jack arose in his misery. His task
was bharder than he expected. Dick
was forcing him to tell all without
concealing even the smallest trifle of
his: shame.

“She thought—you were dead. 1 nev-
er told her otherwise. I lied to her—I
liecdk to her.”

“She never knew?” asked Dick joy-
~folly. “The letter”—

“I never gave it to her,” answered
Jack simply.

Dick leaped to his feet, pulling his
revolver from his holster. “And I
thought her false to her trust!” He
aimed his gun at Payson’s heart. “I
ought to kill you for this!”

Jack spread out his arms and calmly
replied, “I'm ready.”

Dick dropped his gun and slipped it
ate the holster, with a gesture of de-
spair: “Baut it's too late now—too late!”

I his eagerness to tell Dick the way
he had solved the problem Jack spoke
perwously and quickly. “No, it isn’t
too-late. There’s one way out of this—
one way in which I can atone for the
wrong I've done you both, and I stand
ready to make that atonement. It is
your right to kill me, but it is better
that you go back to her without my
bleed on your hards."”

“Go—back—to her?”’ questioned Dick
&s the meaning of the phrase slowly
desxyned upon him.

“Yes,” said Jack, holding out his
hands. “Go back with eclean hands to
Heho Allen. It is you she loves.
There’'s my horse up yonder. Beyond
there!s the pack mule loaded with wa-
ter and grub—plenty of water. We'll
Just change places, that's all. You
tatesthem and go back to her, and I’ll
stay here.” -

Dick walked toward the spring, but
& spell of weakness came over him,
and he almost sank to the ground.
Jach caught him and held him up.

“Tt-would be justice,” muttered Dick, |

asxifapologizing for his acceptance of
Jatk’s renunciation.

Eeaning over his shoulder, Jack said:
“Sure, that's it, justice.
trie@ to work it out according to my
lights. Ask her to—forgive—to forgive,
that's all.”

Jack took off hiz canteen and threw
thewstrap about Dick’s.neck. As Lane
weekly staggered toward the mouth of
the canyon, where the horsé had been
staked out, Jack halted him with a re-
guest:

“THere's another thing.
uander a cloud.

Man® Terrill for $3,000. Tell Slim
Hoover how you paid me just that
sunx.of money.”

“E will, and T'li fix the murder
where it belongs and then fix the real
muzderer.”

Jack stepped to Lane’s side and,

“I ought to kill you for this!”

belding out his hand, said: “Thank
3' I don’t allow you can forgive

“I don’t know that I could,” coldly
mnswered Dick,
. “¥ou'd better be going.”

|
' Again Dick started for the horse, |

& new thought came to him.

- Plgling, he said, “She can’t marry
until’—

“Well?” asked Jack. His voice was

gun as he spoke. .

Bick realized at once that Jack's .

" whs to end his life in the desert
‘a revolver shot.

«gou mean to”— He shuddered.
Jaek drew his gun. “Do you want
AL.M!ELE and now ?* he cried.

Staggering over to him, the weaken-
ed man grappled with his old friend,
| trying to disarm him, “No, no! You
shan’'t!” he shouted as Jack shook
him free.

“Why not?’ demanded Jack. “Go!
| There’s my horse—he’s yours—go!
When you get to the head of the can-
yon you'll hear and know-=know that
she is free and I have made atone-
ment.” .

Dick slowly moved toward the mouth
of the canyon, still hesitating.

From the hillside a rifle shot rang
out. The ball struck Dick in the leg.
He fell and lay motionless.

Pulling his revolver, Jack stooped
|and ran under the overhanging ledge,
peering about to see where the shot
had come from. He raised his gun to
fire when a volley of rifle shots rang
| through the canyon, the bullets kick-
| ing up little spurts of dust about him
and chipping edges off the rocks. Jack
dropped on his knees and crept to his
rifle, clipping his revolver back into
his holster.

Crouching behind a rock, with his
rifle to his shoulder, he waited for the

i..tackers to show themselves.

Experience on the plains taught
them that the fight would be a slow |
one unless the Apaches sought only to |
divert attention for the time being to |
cover their flight southward. After |
the one shot which struck Dick and |

OUR FIRST MUSTANGS.

Country by the Spaniards.
The first horses of the western plains

Spaniards. In 1545, almost fifty years
before Jamestown was settled, Coro-
nado, the Spanish captain, was roam-
ing about the plains of New Mexico,
and he tells of the dogs used by the
Indians to haul their plunder on lodge
poles, indicating that they had no
horses at that date.

In 1716 the Spanish again worked
theilr way eastward across the plains,
and their letters tell of the astonish-
ment of the Indians at seeing the
horses they had with them. The ex-
pedition was constantly losing horses,
and there is little doubt that the first
droves of western horses originated
from these strays.

In the early days upon the plains
they were a great pest to travelers.
Woe be unto the luckless camper who
allowed a band of wild horses to get
close enough to his gentle horses
turned out for the night, to sweep
them off. It was almost useless to
follow, for the call of the wild comes
to the gentlest of horses when he is
thrown with a band of his kind that
have been born and raised free of all
restraint. It is a well known fact that
the hardest one to “cut out,” the lead-
er of them all in a mad race across
the prairie, is the old, gentle, well
broken saddle or work horse once he
gets a taste of such freedom.—Will C.
Barnes in McClure’s.

PAPUAN COIFFURES.

Heads In New Guinea That Look Like
Rising Suns.

“One of the most interesting things
that came under my observation was
the odd manner in which the peopie
wore their hair,” said a physician, de-
scribing a visit to New Guinea and the
leading traits and characteristics of the

Just tell her 1 |

I left home |
Buck McKee charged !
me with hoiding up and killing ‘Ole |

of sinister meaning, and he fin- |

the volley directed at Jack not a rifle |
Peering over the |

had been fired.
bowlder, Jack could see nothing.

Dick had fallen near the spring. Heé
struggled back to consciousness to find |

his left leg numb and useless. When

the ball struck him he felt only a‘
sharp pinch. His fainting was caused |
by a shock to his weakened body, but |

not from fear or pain. With the re-

turn to his senses came a horrible, |
burning thirst and a horrible sinking |

| Crouching behind a rock, rifie to shoulder.

sensation in the pit of his stemach. He
lay breathing heavily until he got a
grip on himself. Then he tore the
bandanna handkerchief from his neck
and bound up tbe wound, winding the
bandage as tightly as his strength per-
mitted to check the blood flow.

“What is it?” asked Jack over his
shoulder.
| “Indians. The Apaches are out. I'm
hit!” gasped Dick. He crawled pain-
fully and slowly to Jack’s side, drag-
ging his leg after him. He pulled with
him his rifie, which he picked up as he
passed from the spot where it had
fallen in his first wild rush for water.

“The soldiers told me at Fort Grant
about the Apaches being out,” Jack
whisnered hoarsely. *“I thought they’d
cross the border into Mexico.”

Seeing a spasm of pain over Dick’s
face, he asked, “Are you hurt bad?”

“I don’t know. My left leg is numb.”

Both men spoke scarcely above a
whisper, fearing to betray their posi-
tions by the sound of their voices.

Dick lay on his back, gathering strength |

to ward off with rifle and revolver the
rush which would come sooner or later.
| Jack caught the sound of a falling
stone. Peering cautiously over the
rock, he saw an Indian creeping up a
draw toward them. Throwing his rifle
to his shoulder, he took quick aim and
fired. The Apache jumped to his feet,
|ran a few steps forward and fell
| sprawling. A convulsive shudder shook

.| him, and he lay still.

| “I got him!” cried Jack exultantly
l’ as he saw the result of the shot.

But the éxposure of "his head and
| shoulders above their barricade had
drawn forth more shots from other
| members of the band.
| The builets struck near the two men,
| showing that the Apaches had the
| range.

Dick's wound was bleeding freely,
{ but the shock of the blow had passed
!away, and his strength returned.
{ Drawing his revolver, he crept closer
| to Jack, erying, “I can shoot some!”
“I reckon you haven’t more than a
| flesh wound,” encouraged Jack. “Can
| you crawl to the horse?”

“I think I can,” answered Dick.

“Then go. Take the trail home. Tl
keep these fellows busy while you get
away.”

{To be Continued.)
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inhabitants, known as Papuans. “One
type wore the hair standing up from
| the head at a length of seven inches or
more. It was trimmed with wonderful
regularity and with mathematical aec-
| curacy, The hair was greased with
cocoanut oil and painted red. At a
distance it looked like a rising sun.”

|

7

* THE SHIPWRECKER.

They Were Probably Brought to 'n.i.l His Life Made Up of Hardships, Ad-

ventures and Accidents.
The career of the shipwrecker con-

were probably brought there by the | sists of a series of hardships and ad-

ventures and accidents and narrow es-
capes from the first day he enlists

the grim ship he calls “home” crippled
er fatally injured. Of all the profes-
sions that demand heavy toll of hu-

powder making, is as dangerous as
the one of these wreckers. Every year
these daring men, who brave storm and
wave and tempest to save the stranded
liner, to raise the sunken ocean grey-
hound, to rescue the ship impaled upon
rocks and, if nothing else, to salve
what valuable cargo may be removed
from helpless wrecks, meet death by
the score. Many of them, exposed of-
ten for days and nights to the lcy
blasts of winter seas, to driving bliz-
zards and to drenching storms that
bite to the marrow, succumb to pneu-
mornia. Others at work on the pitch-
ing, tossing barges have legs or arms
shattered during the risky operations
of removing masts or of slinging

weigh tons.
feet so dreadfully frozen that these
must be amputated, and still others
are wiped out of existence after suf-
fering hours of untold agony and ex-
posure before the eyes of their helpless
comrades.—Appleton’s Magazine.

HICCOUGHS.

A Simple Treatment by Which They
May Be Cured.

Did you ever take nine swallows of
water to cure the hiecoughs? De you
remember the time some one scared
the hiccoughs away by telling you of
a whipping due for some meanness?

Well, science has been studying hic-
coughs and caught the hiccoughs by
the “nape of the neck.” The nine
swallows of water had a little science
in it, and so did the scare cure. The
scientific hiccough cure consists in
pressing down to numbness the nerve
that connects the stomach, heart, lungs

and brain, the pneumogastric nerve.
iThe pressure partially and locally

Another type of the inhabitants who | Paralyzes this nerve and of necessity

| wear their hair in an unusual fashion | the hiccoughing must cease.

was described.

Have the hiccoughing patient sit

“Starting from the forehead,” he said | down and be at ease, with the muscles

| “the hair is brushed back over the | Of the neck relaxed as much as possi-

| scalp and hangs down to the waist.

It | ble.

Grasp both sides of the neck

is a perfect mass, an intricate jungle. | Somewhat toward the back part and

{ I am sure it was never combed, and it
{ was impossible to run the fingers
| thraugh it. At a distance it looks like
la cap with the visor turned downward.
| “One other odd type of hairdressing
}-—colffure, if you will—was observed on
| this visit. The hair was gathered at
| the front and back, then brought to-
1gether above the head, where it was
| inclosed in a basket-like cylinder. The
| end spread out about two inches. Ap-
parently these caps are never removed
; from the head.”—Baltimore Sun.
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a\ Playing Greenhorn.

| “Why did you tell the manager of
| that employment agency that you had
| just come over?” said one servant girl
;to another. “You didn’'t, you know.
| You have had three situations in New
| York.”

| “I know that,” said the girl. “I pre-
tended to be green so she would try
harder to get me a good place. At
most of these agencies the managers
have green girls on their conscience.
The sharks in the business, of course,
will fleece them, but the average man-
ager is sympathetic and gets them easy
| places to start with. I'll have a snap
| where I am going. The woman thinks
I have just arrived and that she will
have to break me in. Breaking in
i means that she will do half the work,
while I wiil just stand around and
look on. It pays sometimes to be a
greenhorn.”—Philadelphia Ledger.

Mr. Philanthropist was passing a
bakery when he observed a little girl
| gazing with longing eyes at some
| cakes displayed in the window. The
! youngster’s wistful gaze was too much
| for Mr. Philanthropist, so he took im-
| mediate measures to satisfy her long-
| ing.
1 When she had in short order dis-
| posed of a rich bit of pastry she calm-
| Iy asked for another.
! “I should like very much to give you
| another,” said the kindly man, “but
| 'm afraid it would make you sick.”
| “Get it for me anyhow,” quickly re-
| sponded the little girl. “I can git all
| the med’cine I need at the dispensary
| fer nuthin’.”—New York Herald.

i
{ Would Take Chances.

A Dangerous Place.

The two tramps had been particular-
Ily lucky, and, having funds in hand,
!they discussed plans for the night’s
jshelter. “We can sleep under a roof
| if we like,” sald Wiggins.
“Sure we can,” responded Higgins,
| “but some way these lodging houses
! make me nervous. Supposing a fire
was to break out in the night?”

“You've got it right,”” agreed Wig-
gins dolefully. “It's no place for us.
They’d turn the hose on us in a min-
ute!”—Youth’s Companion.

Scorched.

Mr. Crimsonbeak—What in the world
{s the matter with this shirt? Mrs.
Crimsonbeak—Oh, I guess the girl bofl-
ed it a little too long, dear; that’s all.
Mr. Crimsonbeak—Looks to me as if
she had fried it.—Yonkers Statesman.

»

Lacking Warmth.
“The critics all say that my pictures
lack warmth.”
““Do you work in olls?”
“Y“."
“Then why not paint in a few ofl
stoves ¥'—New York Times.

h e O

| press down steadily and as hard as the
| subject may permit for about one min-
ute, having the patient work the head
from side to side. Within about one
minute the nerve will be numbed and
rested, and the spasmodic motion will
cease. It may require longer pressure
in some cases, but the result is sure if
patience is maintained. — Ohio State
Journal.

A Thirteenth Century Drink.

Thirteenth century tastes in food
had few limitations. Besides the “fowl
of Africa and the rare gadwit of
Ionia” mentioned by Fitzstephen,
gourmets in the time of King John
used to regale themselves on herons,
cranes, crows, storks, cormorants and
bitterns. Some would wash their
meals down with wine, but the ma-
jority drank mead or metheglin. Mead,
according to Holinshed, was omly the
washing of the combs after the homey
had been taken from them and so poor
a beverage that it had to be spiced,
peppered or made palatable with
sweetbrler or thyme. But metheglin
contained one hundredweight of honey
to twenty-four gallons of water and
must have been much more intoxicat-
ing than the strongest old ale of the
present day.—London Chronicle.

Calling the Deaf.

“To waken a deaf person who wishes
to be called at a certain time in the
morning is about the hardest proposi-
tion a hotel clerk runs up against,”
said a member of that fraternity. *“To
ring the telephone Is useless, because
the man can’t hear. Knocking, for the
same reason, is futilee. Now and then
a guest who has lost his hearing sug-
gests that he leave his door open so
we can walk right in and shake him,
but even if he does appear'to be dead
game there are so many chances of
somebody less guileless than ourselves
walking in ahead of us that we can’t
| consent to that simple expedient.
i seems to me the man who can patent
|a device for waking the deaf is sure
of fame and fortune, not to mention the
gratitude of the brotherhood of hotel
clerks.”—Exchange.

To Save the Tablecloth.

Nothing is more provoking to the
careful housewife than to have a per-
fectly clean tablecloth liberally be-
spattered with gravy the first time it
is used. Get a large table napkin—one
to match the tablecloth if possible—
and a piece of white oilcloth cut an
inch shorter and an inch narrower
than the napkin. Place the oilecloth
where the meat dish will stand and
spread the napkin over it. The gravy
cannot penetrate through the oflcloth.
Thus there is a considerable saving in
the washing bill

How It Looked.
“I think you ought to turn the lights
up a little when your bean comes.”
saild the boy who is beginning to use
big words to his older sister. *“I
wouldn’t sit in the dim light if I were
you. It looks too conspicuous.”—New
York Press.

-

The Real Reason.

“Why don’'t you go down Mil
street?”

“Well, you see, on one side of it lives
my taflor and on the other side my
shoemaker, while a canal runs through
the middle.”—Meggendorfer Blatter.

with a big wrecking company up to |
the time he is brought ashore from |

man life none, not even mining or;

wrecking pumps or other castings that '
Others have hands or|

It |

Clark County ConstructionCo.

INCORPORATED.

Think of the
mud and hill
climbing tax
paid each
year.

No Road can
cost the Far-
mer’'s as
much as a
poor one.

Crushed and Building

Sand in car lots, and

ADVERTISE IN

On the Basis of Equipment and the ap-
plication of Economical Business
Methods, we solicit the construc-
tion and repairing of all kinds and
conditions of roads, public or pri-
vate, streets or alieys.

We purchase Dynamite, Powder,” Cement and

same in any quanitydesired.

The putting in of all classes of Concrete a
Lspeclalty, and satisfaction guaranteed.

Stone Always on Sale.

will be pleased to sell

THE “NEWS.”
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WHEELS

of the most important sizes al-
ways in stock. A skilled wheel-
wright is what you want when
your wheel comes off, the axle
is broken or your vehicle needs
repairing. We are skilled in this
trade, as well as being masters
of the art of earriage black-
smithing. You will always find
our work satisfactory, substant-
ial, and our prices are moder-
ate.

T. STROTHER SCOTT.

People’s State Bank

CAPITAL.. $100,000

This bank began business less

Just in the beginning

don. Notwithstanding the hard
the start,
depositors, and in the volume
enroll new names every week. We want yours.
are coidially invited to open an account with us.

»» steady growth fro-

than three years ago,
the financial depres-
times there has been
in the number of our
of our business. We
Yon
Per-

of

sonal attenion to all business.

J. M. HCLGKIN, Cashier.
L. B. COCKRELL, Vice President.

J. L. BROWN. President.

ADVERTISE IN

WINCHESTER NEWS.
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The Lady Was Not the Ghost.

An Irish family once had a ghost so
troublesome that they sent for detec-
tives. One of these men late at night
fell asleep in his chair. The lady of
the house chanced to come into the
room and could not resist the tempta-
tion to groan and rattie her keys. She
had never played ghost before. It was
momentary indiscretion. But the po-
liceman did not and could hardly be
expected to believe this. He said i
was hardly worth while to bring him
from Dublin, and he withdrew in dudg-
eon. Yet the lady was not really the
ghost. He was sulking in retirement:
hence doubt has been cast on the
ghosts of haunted houses even among
reflecting minds.—London News,

Civil Service In England and America.

The difference between the eivil
service examination in England and
in America is important and to the
advantage of the English. In the

United States the object is almost en- |

tirely to discover the immediate fit-
ness of the candidates for the work
they are expected to do. In England
the object In most cases is to measure
what their ability to do the work wiil
be after they have learned it.—From
“The Government of England,” by A.
Lawrénce Lowell.

Bliss.

“What sort of time do you expect
to have during the social season?”

“Fine,” answered Mr. Cumrox.
“Mother and the girls will be so busy
thinking about their clothes that they
won't have time to notice my gram-
mar.”"—Washington Star.

The Other Side.
“I've been wondering about some-
thing.”
“About what?”
“I wonder if cooks ever get together
and discuss the missus problem.”—
Kansas City Journal

Virtue has many preachers, but few
martyrs.—Helvetius.

Only Needed a Start.

One night little Margaret, on kneel-
ing by her mamma to say her prayers,
finished: “Now I lay me,” and for
got. . “Mamma,” she said, “you just
start me and then I can go a-whis
ging.”"—Delineator.

{
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. THE VERY BEST,
e U D 4
Have any of our readersseen ape
tent copy of the Cincinnati Weekly
'Enquirer? If not, it will pay ta
send for a copy, if for no other pur-
pose than to note its present great
'worth as an educator in all things
that tend to make life prosperous,
and home, the happiest place on
‘earth.
| The editor by asking its readers
to criticise and suggest improve-
ments; and fellowing advice thus
obtained is enabled to produce s
paper that exactly fits needs of a
family and a material aid to father,
mother and children in reaching
'that higher level in social life,
'where content and comfort reigns
supreme. .
Father obtains ample informatios
that guides in tbe where, when and
how to regulate and increase the
income from his efforts. ‘The-
mother in management of house-
hold affairs, practical economy,
;'govemment of children, and other
|duties that makes her toil a labor
{of love. Children’s minds and
‘hearts are freed from thoughts of
| questionable amusements and fri-
| volities of life, and encouraged to
|emulate all that is helpful in plane
|ing for a useful future in life. -
| The Grand Idea being that; ““As
are our Homes, so will be the Com-
| munity, State and Nation.”
{ A most desirable help, is a non.
sectarian sermon each w as
preached by that Biblical Student
Pastor Chas. T. Russell ; a forcible
reminder of the spiritual and tem-
poral rewards gained by righteous
living as preferable to a Godless
life that brings nought but misery
to the home. i
Other departments and features
are above the ordinary, the unani.

mous verdict of its readers s

“The cleanest and best :

ot~ S grarberher g ST
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